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New Apparition Poems (Adam Fieled) 
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Never we to cut corners about tuning 
corner! you -spun in* Subaru into a rough 
U-turn hght in toe middle of Old York Rosti 
at rr dn.aht. scaring the stit out or mis sett- 
declared 'artist" The Issue as ever, was 
nothing particular En celebrate We could 
only conned nothing w.th nolfing n our 
private suburian waste land Here s wrwe 
ffie run starts— I ^at out. motfwrtoeker 
I made «t I say ’T„ ,h and it works But Old 
vork Rood at midnight u sui vmotf it 15. 

I stiE have to tvs 111 i re Elie sa-rii way yM.u d o 
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I found net mere withered that l remembered, 
a piece at road Mil on the Mew Jersey Turnpike, 
scuttling into the city to steal tram the old west 
Phiiiy co-op. to cook (nr guessing] lentils over 
a tire |n woods somewhere near the Pine Barrens, 
this woman wfc. deserted me Tor a man who cdi£d 
ana rras brought Mr three tnings no children, abject 
poverty, and stcrfng marijuana Itto be- smoked ns 
no last resort but a s a means ot bomg so wired into 
walking destines? that living out or an old Ssieca 
seems cefestiei as a canto or Byron's, perhaps the 
one sue used to recite to me— "tis but a worth less 
world to win or lose'- and believe me, baby, you 
don'I Knott the hair or t Lu’ you're not Isle nsng. 
you're stoned, you always were, oh the charm at you. 


